XXX.   TO MOUNT JEROME
1 REMEMBER it was during Easter week 1916.
I was sitting alone under the big chestnut tree
at the bottom of the garden. It was sunny and
the yount leaves formed a pleasant maze of greenery
above my head. I spent the time watching a
missel-thrush and thinking of my brids' eggs and
especially of the guillemot's one I had arranged to
swop witK Dermot when I returned to school.
I felt lonely in the garden then. They had pur-
posely sent me there while relatives were collecting
in the drawing room. "Get the child out of the
way," Uncle Walter had whispered to Moira the